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‘%Il fight if he

AT A

cent?”
“Not a_red.” |
“Well, John, you will have to earn some’
yourself.”™ * -

‘the money after some of our boys have

.to the house, where the chances for trouble

" poliey to ‘keep him out of the way until
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CHAPTER XXXI.

' JOHN REDGRAVE'S FATE. .

The fatdl evening for the: raid by the
river pirates on Nelsen's Landing came.
The night was. favorable for such a fiend-
ish design. Early in the afternoon Capt.
Mark and two or_three more had stolen
to the old wreck. Early in the afternoon
John Redgraye came, with his face pale
from debauch and his merves all unstrong.
l:iié was sober mow, but it was from neces-
Bity. :
That eraving for drink common in every
inebriate almest drove him mad. Ile had
ceased to drink, becaunse his Uncle Owen
had refused to give him more money or
responsible for any further debts he might
contract. John was ia truth and reality
in a desperate strait. :

On entering the presence of Capt. Mark
and the others he groaned:

“Give me something to steady my nerves.
The still’s closed: Not a gill of high wines
ot even sour mash. and-1 am dying.” -

Capt. Mark took a flask from an inside
pocket of his cpat, and filling a very small
glass gave it to him to drink.

“Phat Wwill -de you for the present, John.
We have to talk over some very importani
niatters now and we don’t want your head
-addled until we've got everything settled.”

“Well, what ye got to settle?” ;

“John, the oli man’s gone back on you,
hasn’t l’l,ej"‘ : ' -

“I ihought ke had; won't give you a

-1 won't work,” declared John. “I'm
not a nigger, an' I won’t work.”

“Bit the job we've laid out for_you is
a nice, genteel one, yeu know. You are

only required to go with us and help count

opened the way to it."”

“Unele Owen'’s already disgraced me by

marryin’, an’ then he turaed me adrift, an’
I don't keer what becomes o' me,” he de-
clared. “I guess 1’1l go.” )
_ . It was a long row up ths river to Nel-
son’s Landing, but so dili%entiy_ did the
men bend to their oars that by 2 o'clock in
the morning they were in the vicinity of
Nelson’s Landing. ;

The boats ran slowiy up-te the landing,
and came into shore. A man-lea from
each boat with a line and pulled them
closer into shore.

The others leaped to the stony land, and
finally came John Redgrave’s turn. He
objected to leaving the boat.

- boya,e&rhat do you want me to go
for?” he ask “There are enough of you
without ™~ and there is no sense in me
going at all”

“Yes, there is, John,” said Capt. Mark.
“You must come, for we want all.”

John was assured that there was no
danger, as everybody was asleep, and the
money casy-to reach. At last they told
him he would have a flask of excellent old
xye whisky if he only consented to go wit
&m: which settled the matter. L

Capt. Mark and George went to the
store and completely around it
looking at it from every side. ¢

“It seems elosed for the
Ct%.h Mark.

“Yes,” George answered; “but that shat-
ter is loose. We can make our way .in
thm&:gh tha} best.”

“George, I am goi
to you,” said Capt.

night,” said

to leave it entirely
ark. “I am going

are greater.” .
“I'm of the gpinion old Jonathan Myers

Well do aE' e

9 [ he job se e n't
wake,” said Capt. Mark. “Now let Ms go
back to the boys, and you ean com
at onee.” : s

The men eould . be dimly seen gr@miped
about the store building. George went  to
one of” the' windows and seized a shatter.
After some little trouble he succeedéd in
opening it =

He was abont to raise the window when
there came a blinding flash, accompanied
g an earthquaking report. George start-
- "back. threw his hands to his face, and,
ell.

‘A perfect fusillade rained on the-men
%nltlhcred about the store, and two more
ell. :

» The others fired a volley in return} and/|

ed.

“Death and h:r; !" roared Capt. Mark.
“We are betrayed.”

The town so quiet apd peaceful a mo-
ment Léfore was now alive with people,
and shots blazed from every window. Even
where Mark and his part of the burglars
sdtm»d_ bullets whizzed and struck up the

irt. .

“To the boats, boys: to the boats,”
yelled Capt. Mark at the top of his voice.

There was a will scampering down the
sloping commeon toward the river. Two of
the robbers who had been wounded were
carried off, but George, whose head had
been shattered by a cha of buckshot,
was left where he had fallen. Rark sand
his party were flying toward the bogts,
and had gone about half way, when John
Redgrave gave utterance to‘a ery of agony,
and throwing up his hands. fell. The oth-
ers ran on, but he lay still, never movir
after he felk His hat had rolled severa
inches away, and the wind played with
his hair. ; ; £ .

Men came with lanterns and torches to
look for the robbers. (One was found near
the store, his brains blowm out and face
black and unrecognizable, and a littje far-
ther on lay another, on his face.

A -bullet piereed. his back, and .he was
dead. They turned him over and it was
John Redgrave. .

CHAPTER XXXIL
THE DEATIL SENTENCE.

" The day of Frank Vernon's trial came
at last. He had never lost hope, thougih
; Tlon'g he had entertained a vague
dread of the result. [Ilis conscience was
clear, for he knew that if the man was
dead “he had xlain him in self-defense.
“None of nk’s friends had seen La Flore
- since his alleged mu , and none dreamed
that he lived. It bad been John Redgrave's

his dangzerous rival was hanged, and after
John Redgrave’'s death his companions,
who knew that La Flore lived, bad motives
of their own for keeping the faet secret.

Unecle Owen, after his retorn from the
fruitless search for hLiz wife, became in-
terested in the younz Hevenue officer. He
called to see him. engaged additional coun-
sel, and bore evidence as to his good char-
acter. _

_But the Redgrave name had fallen into
disrepute, U'nele Owen, espousing the
cause of his wife, who was charged with
the murder of his sister-in-law, became
himself a suspeet. Hizx nephew having
been slain in an attempted robbery l:}_nrtvd
the false report that he himself had” been
gu:lltly of like a:-luf A

'he enemies o en zrave, those
who had envied him in prosperity, now
felt sure that he owed his prosperity to
ountlawry. Many shook their heads and
muttered :

“I allers wondered how he got so rich.
It's plain as day now.”

Though these unjost rumors and sus-
picions were rife, none dared go so far
as to attempt an indictment, or to Issue
a warrant against Mr. Redgrave,

Mr. Redgrave’s infloence, at one time
almost nnbounded, was mnow practically
gone. Then when he eame to testify on
the witness stand he knew nothing what-
ever about the ease, save that Mr. Frank
¥ ernon possessed ay excellent character,

Witnesses were Introduced in rebutta)

—to prove that Owen Redgrave’s reputation | b

for truth and veracity had beeome ba
and the jury of course was not expected l%
_ believe him.

Uncle Owen and Lillie Bunkles were the

only frudlg.;‘hno&: the unfortunate pris- | duced

. pt m.m"“‘ e T B 4

e per reporters and -

tecti VLQ chief object was to entans
e ir'some statement and
m on his own evidence.

mv_&f_ .

after the prisoner, pale, but calm, was led
into the court room, and seated, a.slight
form glided within the rail, and a lovely
face . wag raised to the Judge, whilé a
voice full of tender entreaty appealed to

“May I sit by him?”

The astonished Judge fixed his stern
eyes on her for? moment, and then, meélted
by the compassionate look in her face, re-
plied that she might, and she took her
seat beside Frank Vernon, who greeted
her with a loving look.

The evidence closed with a strong case
made out against’ the Revenue officer.
When the argument commenced the prose-

be | cutor, ‘opening, stated that he had never

known of a more cold-blooded murder in all
his life. This was no case of murder in
the =econd "degree, it was cold blooded,
downright murder, and nothing else, and
the defendant, so devoid of every instinct
of manhood, must suffer the highest pen-
alty of the law fer the offense of which he
was guilty.

ye more money afore ye go.”
o P 1% it sk

lem me lend wen't ye?
Jlmln I got f'n.'mﬁ-;oﬂ m’el

me back.” i :
took a roll of bills ﬁmhh mt
 take

thar, an’ T want

nees " Yer
Again declined, but he urged her
80 pemiatet::ly that she wn; .:t Inat f?hr:od
to accept the money. Her heart was vy
and her brain almost in a whirl. “Phe day

the road at a trot. The sun was low,
and Tom thought they would not reach
the river that night. 7

They came to a small stream, and . the
mule showed a desire te drink.

Tom unharnessed the mule from the cart
and led it down to the bank of the stream
to drink. Malina sat in .the cart, lost “In{
bitter thought. Suddenly she heard a step
at her side, and looking around saw a ta
man with sharp features, black hair and
whiskers, and face of marble whiteness,
“ILa Flore—you here!" she gasped. --

“Yes,” he answered with a fiendish smile:
“Maliqu, you can’t escape me; whby long-
er try?”’ i

“Gio away. La Flore. You are the bane
of my existence. You are a monster,.x
demon.” ! .

“I'm in the business of devil-making,.it
seéms. Your husband's nephew became one,
and is trying to hang an innocent’ nfan.”

“] know—I know,” she cried. “They

have arrested Frank Vernon for your mar-

der’’
“And he will hang."”

Had it not been so serious for Frank
Vernon, he would have been amused at the
efforts of the prosecution to-besmireh his
own character, and make out the man who

“‘tthad ‘been slaitan angel.

The lawyers for the defense followed
with long and earnest a Is to the jury,
but -were umable to make any impression
(m..J;hel:n.‘:I When they had ended their
apH;gl the prosecution closed, and the
Ju charged the jury, and they retired.
At last there was a :slight commotion
in_the direction of the jury room.
Th:d)ur: filed into their places, and were
“polled,’, every man answering to his
nnlt‘neo‘-l. he Jwdge then addressing them
asked : :
“Gentlemen, have you found a verdict?”
“We have,” answered the foreman.
“Will you pass the verdict to the clerk?”
The foreman handed a folded paper to
the clerk. who opening it, read: :
“We the jury find the defendant guilty
of murder in the first degree, and assess
his punishment at death.” 2
“No! no! no! You shall not hang him,
you shall not!” shrieked Lillie, beside her-
self with grief, as she sprang to her feet
and threw her arms about the prisoner’s

'neck.

The Judge was for n moment somewhat
overcome, hut fearing the dignity of the
edurt might be injured, ordered the Sheriff
to ' remove the noisy young woman.

Lillie was carried out in an insensiblo
condition, and as soon as quiet could he

‘restored the condemned prisoner was or-

dered to stand up and receive the sentence
of the court.

“Frank Vernon,” said the Judge in his
awful voice, “a jury of your countrymen
after a fair and impartial trial, have found
you guilty of murder in the first degree
and aflixed vour J;unishment at death.
Now, have-you anything to say why the
death sentence may not be passed upov
you?"

He waited a moment and Frank, in g
voiee that trembled slightly, answered that
it was useless for him to reply, as predju-
diced false witnesses had sworm his life
away.
regretted that, as they would not let him
have his life, that they did not spare his
character, which they sought to sully with
the charges of dissipation. He concluded
by ,lplacinz his case in the hands of Heaven.

he Judge remarked that he had never
known or heard of a man being sentenced
who did not "declare his innocence. He
denied that the trial had been partial, and
defended the good name of the witnesses
for the prosecution. He regretted the task
but justice mnst be done though the heav-
ens fall,
" *“The sentence of this court, in accord-
ance with the verdict of the jury, iz that
on the 13th day of December, next, the
Sheriff of this County shall take you into
the jail yard, and hang you by the neck,
until yon are dead, dead{ dead, and may
the Lord have mercy ou sour soul.”

The Sheriff then led the prisoner from

"the court-room to the jail, where he wns

locked up in his cell. His time on earth
was very short, and there was little hope
of executive clemency.

CHAPTER XXXIII,
THE WHITE-FACED DEMON.

For a week Uncle Owen's wife, accom-
mled by the faithful Tom Turner, had

n fleeing from the detectives who, eager
for the reward offered for her apprehen-
sion, were pursuing her as a hound does
a hare. They had a hundred hairbreadth
esrapes from the eager officers.

Tom Turner had proven the most faith-
ful of all friends. He had displayed a
judgment, shrewdness and skill that would
have done credit to an experienced detec-
tive or Indian scout. He seemed to scent
danger afar off, and thwarted their enemiex
every time.

At the end of a week's time the detec-

e reiterated his innocence,. and |y

was waning, and they jogged on along}

e o
- | voice. :

"N

.| man fell.

. them £
1 “It's La Flore,”

sen-

this
o g G gl e

.« SR nee ]
go_to “the Gogernor myself, if need be.”
- -meached the station in time to get
the.t #wm.mn ing in the direc-
tion ~afls e Dwen's . ge ol .
..-.-,-a&t a. Station ttohn eft the rﬁiﬂtld
an i take . them :
tol 50

5
)
o
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Malina was supposed -

and night was d
diddenly staftied by the discharge

*T ‘reckin’ somebody’s statted upa buck,"

said Simon.

They are it this way; there,”
s8id Unclé Ower, as the wsofhds 'of chase
#nd- spursuit grew  nearers: . The shouts of
hanters an  occasional - shot resached
Ftheir ears: - T Lo 1y

: At last. a man was seen running.across

m; ridge on theip ' left} the sum. huz’:e‘:

{atms not a~ of o mile shead of | 1
e Dt §-ayirtec of

o .darkness was overshu%:vlns the

air respunded with ye .
‘"There .he goes; there he, goes,”, cried a

 Three or Payr flashes were sean £y issve
from %}:bnahﬁnndtherepomofummy
guns ' folled away across the "hills. - The

fi :
““There, he's* down'; <you've ‘got ' him
down!” a voice cried, “Don't- him:
mi‘;' morg‘l:ar.);d from tﬁebum d, fol
- mon - - an ol-
lowed by Uncle Owen, ran up the hillside
* Tto- where > the .man -lay:~ It was ‘too dark

to-see his face, but a8 he was struggling
to rise it was quite evident he was not.

m Sravi P 3 - x
. /One of the men lighted-a bundle of dry

sticks and held them, so. the: Jight, from
ell on the face of the fallen man,

.Bimon... “It's the
lore. What

b?loe? Voce Arase- i Tiost
e , Turner oh
" gne o Biem bowered®
ne ressed forward to see 4
ded man, and then they lifted him

was ye after

* 4 from' thé 'gtound and-carried him down the

“X0, X0, X0! YOU SHALL NOT HANG HIM, YOU SHALL NOT!” SHRIEKED LILLIE

“He shall not: you live and T will ‘tell
m.' y -

court.
in a?ainst you there.” :

‘T'll. go, anyway ; yes, in order fo, save
his life I will go risk mine. e

“None will believe you, if you do.”? w4

“There’s one they will belieye, Tom
shall see you, and he will descétibe” you.
l';l‘h(-ymwi!l believe him. Tom, Tom, come
ere ! o

Tom, who had beenfwateriu; the mule,
returned with him to the ecart at this mo-
ment. “Do you see this man, f oo

“Yes, he's the derned e_hal_k—facgd, Cuss.
] come so aigh s waliapin' ther' groun
w = ‘ r - L Lar 3

“S8o you are the ymmf man 1 ‘et be-
fore” hissed La Flore, the smilevon hix
white face becoming perfeetly ‘demoniacal.
“] am glad to renew your acquaintance.”

He sprang at the vouth, who struck af
kim with his fist. With ense he parri
the stroke, and to the horror Malina saw
the flash of steel in the Frenchman's hand.
There was a lunge, a
san’: back on the earth, the blood gpouting
in a crimson fountain from his brave, hon-
est breast. 92 1Bt

“Oh, God!" shricked Malina, leaping
from the cart. “You have killed him,
Monster, murderer; yvou shall: hamg 'for
this!” She ran to the dying youth and
raised his head in her arms. Tom turned
his eyes, fast growing glassy in-  death,
upon the face above him, and a faint
smile flitted - over his featurés. ‘Tt
was evident that he was pleased
to breathe his last in the arms of one he
loved so well. A shudder passed over his
frame, and his limbs stiffened in death.

“And this is your work,” said Malina,
with a shudder, as she looked up at the
Frenchman. “Do not imagine that you
will go unpunished for this horrible. crime.
I will mywelf drag you to justice, though
I lose my life.”

“You'll not have the chance, Curse you,
I have grown to hate you, and I am going
to do what I have long wished; I wiil kifl
ou.

In the pocket of the dead youth at her
side there was a revolver. e had partly
drawn it when he fell, and Malina snatched
it from his pocket just as La Flore with
upraised knife leaped forward. -

She raised the pistol and fired. He ut-
tered a yell, stirted back and fell. At
that moment there sprang from .the bushes
two stout farmers, and with a yell of fear,

plunged into the thi¢ket, and disappenred
Just as Malina sank senseless ‘to the
ground. -

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE DYING CONFESSION, - -
The whole country was electrified and

der. The news rea the ears of Owen
Redgrave. It was two days after the sen-

mon, who was again in Collinsville, had
come up to see his friend, who was dis-
cumii?late and almost on the verge of  in-
sanity.

The appearance of Simon 8
Redgrave mansion brought pledsure to the
stricken owner. “Simon, I am glad to sce
you,” said Unele Owen, his ‘hand.

“Uncle Owen, I've got somethin’“tp tell
yve. look at this,” and he handed him a
newspaper which contained an sccount of
the murder of Tom Turner, the escape of
the arsassin, and the illness of the strange

football that woman ia Iym:u- wife,”

“My wife!” eried Uncle Owen. “Can
it be possible.” Then, Simon, lét us go
to her at once."” =

The boat would not go up the river for
three days, and it was 20 miles to tlie near.
est railway station.
start to the faraway railroad had to be

tives seemed to have given the chase.
They were at a small log cabin in one of
the wooded regions of Kentucky. The
owner of the cabin was a lumberman,
who, with his wife, were the only occu-
pu:'tls‘l of the llo;::e Bee

*“Tom, you ve n a very faithfal
friend,” said Malina; “but for your help
I certainly would not have been able to
elude my enemies. I can not consent to
have you further expose your life and lib-
erty for me.” .

“Yer not safe yet,” Tom whispered, “I
tell ye, them fellers are on a still hunt,
but they haint gim it up yit by a right
smart chance.”

“I ean escape into Ohio now,” she in-
s isted in, 2

om persis n g accompanying her.
They had traveled @ fong distance of foot -
ut he kméw a man only g few miles from
where they were who had a mule and road

Ko st sod make

il Ao o ey 2
Ler to follow his suggestion.

In due time Tom came with the

Ohio
he

On the morning of the trial, shortly

it S o o [ i

.

cart or gig. and he thought ¢ conld |

deferred until morning. It was a long,
restless night to both men. FELS
After an early breakfast the
whirling along the road in t
of the station. e about six
‘miles when they met a farmer named
Brown, coming toward them. He held in
his hand the mrnlnﬁ paper and was full
of the news it contained. The paper de-
clared that La Flore was not dead. Farm-

were soon
direction

- Mman.

‘| hyphotizéd 'you w

“But you dare not show your, fa 4in |
ou have a little account s -

ad At last

29
ping sob, dfid Tom rM"' R

rage and pain La Flore leaped to. his feet{

horrorstruck by another mysterious mur-}

tence of Frank Vernon to death, and 8i-|si

dy at the|

woman. A T
“Uncle Owen, I'll bet my head for a

It was night, and the|

Jwhat was the matte
find

hilt to a house, at which the Frenchman

‘{had been Tound by the pesse. '

" *La Flore, where ¥~y wife?” Uncle
Owen anit.:dti,a:‘ !&e stood ‘over ‘the gmmhi
over him, and realizing Wis condition, and
the awful futvre into which he was plung-
ing, La Flove'- “enrt softened. He who in
life and health could think of Dtblachggt
evil, who never dreamed of merey to ot 4
now determined to right as many wrongs

"'“wen Redgrave,” he said in a feeble

vaiee; “I've got but a few moments left,
and I must use those to the best advan-
tage. " Malina is your wife, and a better,
purer woman never lived than Malina Red-
grave. can’t tell you afl, for time is
too short. I tried to ruin her life beeause
I loved her. She thought she was my
wife. The marriage was forced upon her.
She was under m;etpell-—h as I

A n you to rise in
Blauck Povell's honse:. I could get no
elergyman to perform such a marriage, and

ome of my campanions played role of
clergyman., were fixed np so
: she ‘believed ‘them

l:::}.'h like genuine

' AR 1 5 § 114 ' 4 b e
“But she jrecovered from the spell and
fed fmm,ﬂ;? B?e mett]ou Wbenp%em:n&

was.reporfed to have,

ou. q& éodmnﬁmm
piid Rt L G I

o - e _murder,,
told his mother r@nmn& i’ the old
not' dead, ‘and that T was her
[ hiisband. ot yon. - Then ‘his mother came
ofie'nighit! to’ me;" and ‘we'‘planned to
frighten MalHa away fromeyou by making
fller believe ""Hevwelf a bigamist. 1 gave

|5, Redigrave -the falsé marriage . certifi-

aate | whisly: Malina "had «dropped in' ' the
river when you rescved her. ¥
+ *She sawther. I’ witnessed the interview
from a tree by Mrs. Lucretia: Bedgrave's

window. It was an appeal for merey on
one side Q‘n‘d unswerving hate en the .other,
she left Mrs. ave, who took

her morphine syringe to. injeet the mor-
phine in her arm, as wag, her custam, . But
\ edgrave had contemp murder-
o i S
: 5 ni she, i
“filled® her hyroﬂér&e mm‘“"i%on in
thé vial" instead of morphine, and died by

'Her‘own hand.”

“Did you wee all thig?! """

“I did, and said nothing, for' T knew
Malina would be accused of the crime, and
wished to-get her in my power. I not only
knew she was innecent, but it was 1 who
put - John Redgrave up 'to have a warrant
sworn out for her and have her arrested.”

‘Simon wrote down the dying confession

of Ia - -

His life-had  been black with crime.
Tom Turmer was not the only person he
had slain during his career of crime. He
had in fact been guilty of many crimes.

He told how he had first met Malina
Montroge. *“I admired her,” he said, “and
thought I loved her. In truth, I did leve
her as much as I ever loved anyone: but
there was another motive in desiring her
for a wife. 8he was beautiful and at-
tractive. 'She would have ‘aided me i my
business to capture the weak-headed men
with money, and draw them into my net.
That was my prime motive -in wishing her
to be my wife; but I could nmrgt her
.completely under my -control, dand she was
never of any service to me.” .

‘“Where is she now?" {incle Owen asked.

“I know whar she is,” said one of the
counttymen. . “We left her at Joe Biggs’s
house, 18 or. 20 miles AT

“Will you take me there to-night?” asked
L Unele Owen. Bt
“Wall, ‘ef l" go to-night it will cost ye

% &

& Wl v $5 ¢ il
“ ve you 'or every mile”
“Great Scott, I'll lead ye t?.Ha.!itax at
e v o s
ncle Owen was tol could not
make it in a earriage,-so & pﬁkot-uﬂt;lle
horses: were procared. - :
« st as-the horses wers tendy La’ Flore
died, having just signed his dying confes-
on. £

. .CHAPTER XXXV,
THE WIFE'S STORY.

Malina Redgrave had neil-oon-
sciousness again. - 8he mr:i'ﬁ‘fng in the
hm%ﬂe her tp:lglt::d. weet ll.ce"bg‘:i

w 8 w
in_her hands. With

OUSTIESS, ; 4

= %‘f ;e AL LA
Y. ¥ P Te WHS no for . -

‘she’ tho " She could only recover her

health to me the everlasting tramp—

u':mpinﬁ{‘({e'd the %de, wide w%rld.

< LR e e
[e . H w

oL garo 8 wait Tonger’ vy oo

dg:rci: the “entire

ined it was the-detéctives eome to arrest
‘her... Instinetively ghe seized the: revolver

which » Bom Turner had earried, and
nln*g_f-o: the window. . . .
) daxk gutlipe of two men could be

seen below. . ;. :
ttake human life, even to save
he .declaved, and throwing the|

a Wi to await the arrival of -ge'
detectives.

Meanwbila the two men at the door be-
low had and Enocked until they
awoke the r, who wanted to know
had come to l.r;w ﬁ'fmt-h?-
in-the house. :

The owner of the honse opened the door
and there cameé a confused murmuring o
voices below, Malina he them,bntn{hey
seemed .rug;nf_ar off. §

na
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f
‘Theard foot_lum i

i

kind fellow, why have you not called be-
fore?"”

“Been helping Uncle Owen find his wife,
and we found her.”

“But won’t she be arrested and thrown
into prison?” asked Frank. .

“I think not—I tell you, Frank, there's
a faint streak of daylight coming in this

kness.

“There is none for us,” sobbed Lillie.

“Oh, come, come; don’t take it so hard
as that,” daid Simon. ow maybe there
might be a streak of daylight even for
Frank.” ;

“What is it?”.eried Lillie.
have some news.”

“Could you bear just the least bit of
good news? Sappose I bring a commu-
tation to a few years’ imprisonment?"

“Oh, I know you have news, Mr.
Snoddy ; give it to us. Tél us what you
have, please.”

“Well, now, my friends, do you think
you’d be strong enough tew stand a full
and "ree pardon?" -

“Yes, anything bnt suspense.”

Simon drew a pa from bis pocket,
and unfolding it laid it out before them.
It was a pardomn for Frank Vernon.

‘or some time nmeither Frank nor Lillie

“I know you

until the doors of the jail -were opened,
and they were teld to come forth, did t
fully né)lpreciatn that Frank was ﬁn
Then Simon told him how Ia Flore had
been kept concealed in order that Frark
might ' be hu'l?p for his murder. The
story of the Frenchman’s death and con-
fession followed.

There was a great revolution in public
semtiment as soon as the story became
known. Those who had been foremoss. in

and Frank Vernon now hastened to make
amends. Those who had been regarded as
the greatest criminals now became the
greatest favorites. :

In due time Frank Vernon and Lillie
Bunkles were married at the home of the
fattes b \Owe:f Redgrave nfmde the

de a present a packet of papers.
They were the notes and mortgage assi

of release from the S

Three days after the wedding Capt.
Mark and the remainder of kis gang were
arrested for the Nelson’s Landing and
Blackville robbery. They were tried and
received  long sentences. This removed
some very. bitter enemies of Frank Ver-
non_ forever from .his path.

Bimon Snoddy was for many years a
well-known figure in Kentueky, traveling
fromn one end of the State to the other,
with hundreds of friends and few enemies.
- Frank Vermon left the Revenue service
and devoted himself to looking after the old
,Bunkles homestead, where he lives to-day.
with his numerous family, happy and pros-

perous. ,
Collinaville exists in name only. The
landing has long since been removed. Ware-
houses and stores have disappeared,
great cornfields extend down to the wat-

er’s edge.

e ve homestead stanls on the
hill and proudly overlooks the great river.
The house is as grand and stately as ever,
and the trees, apd plantation as
beautiful. Half a dozen girls and b'fvr
make glad the once-gloomy old house, e
white-haired though vigorous old man who
owns all those- thousands of acres and is
the father of those bright girls and boys
is »d and loved as no other man in
the country, and ‘that beautiful, golden-
haired matron is loved equally as mueh as
her husband and she is still affectionately
called Uncle Owen’s wife,

THE END..

Jefferson Davis.

Ebprror NATIONAL TRIBUNE: Will you
glqula give the life of Jefferson ‘Davis, his
irthplace, when born, and the place of
R}nrdeath?—ﬂunr Trrus, Granville,

[Jeff Davis was born June 3, 1808, in
that part of Christian County, Ky., which
now forms Todd County. Soon after his
birth his father moved to Wilkinson Co.,
Miss. He received an edueation in Tran-
sylvania College, Ky., then was appointed
to West Point, from which he graduated
in 1828, and served in the Army for sevea
years, resigning in 1825, and marrying a
daughter of Col. Zachary Taylor, after-
ward President of the United States. He
returned to Mississippi and became a cot-
ton planter. He entered politics as a Dem-
ocrat, and in 1845 was elected ta-
tive to Congress, but resigned to become
Colonel of the 1st Miss., in the Mexican
War, where he distingunished himself at
Buena Vista. He was elected to the Sen-
ate of the United States, but resigned to
enter the race for Governor of Mississippl,
in which he was beaten by 999 votes.
President Plerce appointed him Secretary
of War, and he introduced a number of
useful reforme into the Army. On his re-
tirement {.om the War Department upon
the election of James nan, he re-
entered the Benate, from which he retired
on the secession of his State. Hae died at
New Orleans, La., Dec. 6, 1880.—Ebprror
NATiONAL TRIBUNE.]

THE GOVERNMENT PAUPER.
{Chicago Inter-Ocean.)
{Dedicated to the Kicker on Pensions.)

It’s glory and fame that follow

A ting soldier’s name—
Bu?':mum't fill up on glory

i:g mb’: exist i:: fame; -
m peculiar,
Bat I'veunld it ofd

: before,
That the man who risks his life for us
Should have a darn sight more

Than
~ Thirteen dollars a month.

And maybe you don’t remember,

Or memory fails to suit;

How when the draft was on you went
And furnished a substitute !

You home a-makin' -money

And safe from bullets and swords—
He at the front- with an offer—

The best that life affords—
Thirteen doliars a month.

You call him a Government pauper, %

| ocnntt

With ‘and

Arnd

At the pension that he gets

' Right here I want to tell you,

And keep it under your hat—

You to get six months in jail

And twice a year at that, = .~ ' "
Without s,
Thirteen dollars a month." "

-

could fully realize what had happened. Not | class

their persecutions of Unecle Owen's wife| U

lives to-day |the

R

and frel:l,

successful, however, in independent operd-
tions, and his siege of Suffolk and the
East Tennessee Campai i
When Jeff Davis thought
was “iangled up in the mountains,” and
could be destroyed, Longstreet was sent
with his to reinforce Bragg, and do
the work. He did some of the most terrifi
fighting ever known at Chickama and
su in erushing our right k
in Thomas and under Thomas he encoun-

i
] §
Bi%es
i
rEEé
01

ized that the game was up, and sent out a
flag ‘of truce.- Having fought ::th un-

and saner
would follow him, but madness still reigned
the hour.nﬂtheytm’nu!mﬁﬁndmﬂed
him. He also committed awful

of%po
known m
never be Gen.

iy him t, and after his term
as appeinted
visor of Internal Revenue, and- finally
master. President Hayes appointed him
Minister to Turkey, an
arshal

8

nited States M

told him

i
‘carry him

that his wounds would certainly

po o i of o, o e e
them, L ter t.
to Mrs. Lillie Vernon, with a certificate | He -~ - mmﬂjs P

t

was twice first wife,
by whom he had twe sens’ and a daughter,
died in. the early ’80°s, and seven years
mwhen he was ’Iﬁdenm'ot_d. he married
1 Elifery Dortch, 32-years old, who was
Swate Librarian-of Georgia.o

The biograp ] ‘Robert Drake
Murray, 'who died at Ldvedo, Tex., Nov.
22, 1908; would vead like ' a romance of
the old days of thrilling, touching, maral
fictions, when stories were written to ezalt
‘the virtues and benor the bércic in men and

Dr.- Murray was born and reared in
Bluffton, Ohio,. where ‘he enlisted unmder
defend “the Union. : He was wounded ‘at
first Bull Run and reported killed.
able to leave the hospital he went
to learn that his funeral sermen bad been
Ermhed. He was made Postmaster

Iufiton, but resigned and enlisted in
G, 12th Chio Cav.

ident Grant appointed
Hospi i

m to the Marine
tal Ser and he remained un-
til he died. His death resulted from a run-

. . e

824 annive of the birth of his father,
who survives him and lives at Bluffton.
After his death the G. A. R. Post at Larc-
do took charge of the body, and it was
given honors at the Federal Buildi All
flags in Laredo, Tex., were at half-mast;
a8 were all flags at New Laredo, across
the berder, in Mexico—a most unusual
and distinguishing international honor for
an unassuming man. The body was sent
to Bluffton, -where it was buried, wra

in the Btars and Stripes he loved and bon-
ored, and the grave was concealed by a
mountain of flowers: ; -

Comradé Jefferson Robinson, who died at
his home at Manhattan, Kan., Nov. 28,
1903, was one of those forceful characters
whose departure is alike a loss and grief
to the entire community in which their
activitiesofnmmex:ica'mned. One of thg new:h_‘
papers Z a 0o, 1o reporfing 15
death, said: *“Dr. RHobinson was an ener-
petic, positive man who always exerted n
girong influence in affairs.” A Maseaic
Lodge directing record in its- archives in
his memory said: *“We look upon his life
as a lesson in ceurage, fidelity, patrotism
and love-for family and friends.”

He was born {h 1834 at ‘Mt. Morris,
N. Y., learned-the trade of wood-turner;
saved from his earnings emough to secure
himself n diploma from Elgin ([l ) Acad-
emy, and thengnt‘ud -apon the study of
medicine, qmtﬂnﬁ that to enlist as a_priv-
ate in the 524 Ill. He was made Hospi-
tal Steward: for iutelligent, faithful and
effective service was ed to the rank
of Lieutenant, and -im dur%e of a

After the war he finished

married, and in 1867

surviving him.
(N. Y.) G. A. R.

hattan, an‘amdn
la son a daunghter
» Rensselaer County
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after, and countribu lm! to Buc-
less wom by the rebels. was mever,

me
out Jeff Davis’s and Lee’s well-
this

first . three: months -call . for troops fo|
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Atlast there is & scleutific way to core yourself of
any kidney, biadder or rhsumatic diseass In A very
short time in your own home and without the expense
[ of doctors, druggists or surgeons. The credit belougs
phy-

study of

‘to Dr. Edwin Turnock, a noted
sician and sclentist who has made a
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the such rheumatio affections
chronic, mascular or
ica, rheumaltic neuraigia,
Wmmhdh
der or urinsry trouble in man,

That the ingredients wiil de
siich suthorities a8 Dr, Wilks of Guy's
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Com

to the eirvml.latlrf lett:tﬂ ;(.Ht:n )
assure sup rom ;
Comrade gonyder served in the N. ¥
and has an excellent record. It stated
that he was never absent from
'Ee ht:;l:allﬂ;guﬁ ‘man
speaker. £ i,
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Ivania,
First Lieotenant, 16th U. 8., 9,
a tsgauh

Mary. He 1
B, 51st N. Y., coming out a Sefgeant. He
then returped to his tradé as a shoemaker
in New York, and in a drinking bout with
his wife in their rooms, she was beaten
to death by him. He was then 47 yeara
old. He worked in the shoe : of
R e i o T e
reco Dol a mar

La ‘ﬁm

convict was brought to New e

e e et o i L
tnken an int in : grat-
itnde was -boundless. He said: “Now, I

will die like a man. A guiet cormer, a
Iittlci‘"to eat and some tobacco, is sll ¥
wan

Capt. Cornelins C. Cusick, U. 8. A, re-
tired. died at Niagara Falls, N. Y.. Jan.
2. He was the of ode ash-
ington’s staff . and in 1862
the armx as tepant in the

Second
N. Y. He was transferred to the Regular

Army, and retired as a Captain in 1802
for disabilities incurred in the Indism cam-
“iu:[.ui-' many n
a leading lawyer of Boston, died Jan, 2, in
ﬂ:'tcmr He was a of

and en

and served with great credi the
war. He was brevetted a | B
7. 1862, for gallantry in the battle of
loh, and a Sept. 1, 1864, for meri-
torious service duri the Atlanta cam-
ign. He of the 2lst
?T.. ;l;..hAnﬂwl 30, 1897, and the
i ar was a -
_— Volunteers.
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